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Chapter VI.

“plebetan” and “aristocrat”
Philip Freneau.
the newspapers he wrote 0 many
patriotic ballads and satireg that he was
called the Poet of the American Revolution.
After the war, himself an editor of news-
papers, he attacked so savagely the pupers
and the parties which had different views
from himself that Washington called him
“that rascal Freneauw" But his vigorous
“plebeian'” writing had nothing about It
to keep it fresh after the occasion for
it was over. It is by his books of poetry
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| was startlingly
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note which he struck In a few of his lyrics
new. There was a great
poet in England who alss struck it in
the same vear, and his songs
lasting In their new beauty than those of
Freneau. This was Robert Burns. But if
the freshness of Freneau's songs has not

were more @

lasted so well, this I8 no reas why we|
should not admit that one wus Jjust as |
original and independent as the other in
trying to talk simply and i fectedly

while all around him were
absurdly lofty manner. The fact that Burns
and Frenesu both began to do g0 at the

speaking in an |

that he still lives for us and these he | same time and independently of each ur.hﬂ‘|

published himself on his own grinting-
press In his own back yard. Possibly,
we might not have had them otherwise,
I a man ecan publish his own books, he
does not have Lo waste sixteen years, as
did Jane Austen, one of the greatest
English novelists of this same time, for

some one to find out

publishing,
They

belong to his earlier years and

is very interesting. It showed something
the epic writers and most of the magazines
were flercely refusing to see. That Ameri-
can and British lterature could not pos-
sibly be two radically different things.
BEach woulkl be modified by its own elr-
cumstiances, but both must be the ex-

they are worth | pression of the English-speaking race.

Freneau did something no one had ever

done in America before He wrote in o

“It is by his books of poetry that Freneau lives for us, and these
he published himself on his own printing press in his own backyard.”

this is why, although he lived well on In-
to the nineteenth century, we place him

in the Revolutlonary period. His best
pleces are few In number but they are
the only ones of the satire period in

which we feel the hand of a born artist.
If you should read them to-day, you might
not think they deserved such great praise.
They seem pretty, simple little lyrics, just
a hit old-fashioned perhaps. Yet when
they were written they were startlingly
new-fashioned

It is the misfortune of people who eore-
ate new things that these are soon bettered
by people who come after them to whom
they have shown the way. Take the steam
engine, for instance. That wns one of
mankind’'s greatest Inventlons; yet if you
ghould put the first steam cpgine the
gide of a modern locomotive, you would
laugh at it. But it was the first steam
engine rather than the last which is the
greal creative work., Naturally, we can-
not go on traveling by the first steam
engine simply because it was the first, and
no more can we admire with eyes that have

by

long grown used to simplicity and natural-
the first simple and natural songs
that were written in our long But it

ness

ngn

is not fair, Is it, to blame or to praise any-
thing qulte apart from its own_time and
clroumstances The erecative artist has

greatly  the advantage of the Inventor.
His work does not so soon become merely
historienl. Rut though the work of the
greatest artisis may keep fresh hundreds
of years, with all of them,
comes at last the day when

make allowances for
of the time it was done. We
that even Shakespeare to-day

write in all ways as he did then.

Woe may Eucss,
people must
it
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would
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Eure
not

With 'reneau, the simple and human |

graceful, romantic way of the simple
beauties of pature he saw around him.
He had been a sallor and he wrote of the
soa also, And here he did something no-
body in England had done before.
He may be said to be
speaking poet who wrote of the

over
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| cept as a good place to fizht naval battles

| but

becnuse |

louterop of magazines which we

on. But his chief new subject wns some-
thing nobody could write about except an
American. He wrote of the Indians, not
about thelr savagery and cruelty, as some
of the first settlers might have written,
but about the pathos of their fate and the
legends of a fast disappearing race,
First in all of these ways, he was first
in another,
been praised in England, but he was the
first to be borrowed from. Not only did
Walter Beolt say that one of his songs
wis the finest of its kind in the Iangunge,
he and another English
of Freneau's linee so well that
used it in poems as their own.
praise and their cribbing
matters now, but to an American
touchy about s suspicion of literary
feri seemed very
only the people who were
an American literature
those magazines
it was that
Frenecau! 1
patriotle verse, hard slashing

poet
one they
seem  small
very
in-
wity  they big then ir
trying
those
had
saw
his

epic writers
realized what
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The American thing,

truly the amazing

deseribed
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The Story of a Modern Cinderella

told with a rare combination of the glamour of romance and modern
psychological insight by the author of The Immer Shrime. It is
an enthralling love-mystery story.

THE DUST FLOWER

“Rejected in love, a wealthy young man undertakes the most
desperate experiment possible in marital relations . . . He
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masterfully handled.”—Columbus Dispatch.
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ANew Novel
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Brown

OLD CROW

It is a work of power and

beauty, this new mnovel from
the pen of Miss Alice Brown. It
iz a study of spiritual struggles and
the spiritual gropings that go on in
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typically of the New England soil.
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searchingly into such souls and the
resulting picture of life is beautifully
rounded ‘and satisfying?
—The Boston
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